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Snvige wardors may add tervor to the | usunl lizin sait suitehie for that “sunny
{ ol 1= ne amount of instilled Eng-

sruggle swtween Great Britain apd the |
be-

Boers. Everlasting enmity exists
pveen the Boers and the fanatic Kaffirs,
wid it ks not improbable thot the sturdy
frtehmen will bave to reckon with their
l1.l’ I'-"".
secnes of savagery prevailed not exeeed
v, If eyualed, by the Indian warfare io
the varly days of Americn

The story of the attack npon the Van
Nechtan homestead shows the charnoter
of fighting between  the Katfirs and
Boers. The place

with demonise yeils,  Thay
separated from the brave Boers by the
distance of o few fivt. Every sude of the
Boers' house was surronnded. The in-
side of the stockade was filled with na-
ked savages. Beyond the rmmparts were
bundreds of others.  Steadily, with ealm,
deliberate aim. the Boers fired, and at
every shot a Kafiir bit the dust. The
brave defenders of the homestead wiped
the smoke out of their eyes and never
moved out of the loopholes. Not a single
one of the Boers was injured in this part
of the fight. Savage nfter savage was
bored throngh and through with lecad,
aml still the eruel, relentless firing con-
tinned.

But eertain death seemed to have mo
terror for the Kaflire. They climbed the
stockade in o steady stream, and no soon-
er was one laid low thao another stepped
up to take his place. So the fight went
ou until the house was set on fire, This
is the nltimate abject of Kaffir fighting,
when the Boers hnve been imprisoped
and caught like rats in & trap.  Theyx
bronght piles of brushwood, which was
placed aronnd the ground on the outside
of the honse.

Even while the flames mounted high
from the roins of their once huppy home
stead the brave Boers kept up n sullen,
hopeless firing until just before the roof
fell In. Then all was wtill within the
house. Buddenly the wall burst out by
the foree of an explosion, and then all
seas & hopeless mass of burning, blazing
mins. To blow up the magazine had
been the last patriotic work of the brave
defenders.

Four days later, when the Vnn Vech-
tan homesténd was visited by peighbors,
it was d smoking mass of roins. Where
there had been the happy home of peince-
ful, liberty loving citizens was now a
biack, unsightly mnass, smoldering and
fitfully blazing. The barns and the out-
bonses were all gone, the mill was barn-
ed to the ground, and an abandoned plow
standing in a furrow showed where the
peacefnl work of hasbandry had been ar-
rested, The stock on the farm had all
been driven off.

The Kaflirs did not even stop to bury
their dead. but left them steeped In ihelr
hlood on the Beld of battle. Bot swhere
were the brave Boers who lhad made
such 8 stubborn resistunce until “the inst
hope was gone? Ther were among the
group of sorrowing and vengefnl Boers
who visited the homestead on that day
after the outrige, vowing that this work
of plonder and destruction should be wip-
ed ont in blood. How had they eseaped?
Had relief come at the last ‘nomeut?
No.

The foresight of these settlers in Afri-
ea’s savage wilderness had provided for
the time when they shonld find them-
welves surronmded as by a ring of fire aod
blowl.  Transvnal bomestends do  pot”
have a cyelone cellar, but many have an
underground poassnge leading Trom the
cellnr to =onme sdiacent stresm or hill
Such was the ense with the Van Vech-
tans. A small earthy passage a =bort
distance umdergronnd through which Lut
one porson could pnss nt o time led for
800 feet to n sudden depression of the

BASUTO WARRIOR
platean npon which the hoonse was situ-

ntwd, One by one they had all passed
through this chanuel of delivery and es-
capd,

The Kaffirs are not the only savages
expected to participate in the war. It
was recently announced that the Basn-
tos, the tieree tribe of hill men inhabiting
the inland country -bordering on the
Trinevaal. were going to east their ot
with the Boers. Great was the satizlac-
tion among the Dutel farmers at this an-
nonneement, They realized that théer bad
recelved n taloable addition 1o their
fight'ng far's nnd that the Enclishmen
buo a tough aut to crack in the naked
ek man who fought only with a knot-
u;u elub and bid {n ambuscade in the jun
sle.

Following close on the heels of this yn
nonneement enme the information that
the Ghonurkas from India had signifiod
their intention of fighting for the “white
empress” and  desired to enlist wgniuet
the Boers.

What cnused the “bonu - letle Gehtine
men.” ax the Seoteh suldicis in India wre
wont to eall the Ghunrkas, to desive &
brush in Bouth Africs no one can say.
Ferlinps they had heard abont the Basu
tos and their methods and the thonght
of the ald time fighting at close quarters
stirred their blood.

The Ghourkns as s race are little, broad
shonldered men. They form o part of the
regular English army indodin. shey are
well drilled and well upitormed in the

It is only a few Fears siooe |

waz surrounded by n |
stockade, into which rhe Kaffirs planged |
were only |

lixli ideas and no amount of Eaglish drili-

ng hns been able g ot 1o convert them |
to the nse of the ride or the Held gan |

alone,

When Engiand first fought in India,
the Ghourkus were their most hated foes
Woe to the British sguare that Huld not
stop with its goos the oorush of the little
men as they mo inte close guarters,

Stabbing right and left with a strength
that was wonderful, avoiding the clum-
i =¥ bayonets of the redeouts, these Ghour-
knx were bound to leave their mark
wherever they weut. However, ns time
went on, the Ghourkas began to frader-
nize with their auefent sncmivs until the
i eolomia! policy of old England put them

intn a kbhaki uniform: and turned the
| dendly blade against the foes of the
crown.

The Irishmwen in the army caunot get
aloug with them in peace. but the Scotch-
men as a rile huve taken a fapey to

|
t

GHOUREA OF INDILA,
them. A littde five foot Ghonrks and a
big six foot Scotchman walking together
on parade grounds is at once s comical
and a common sight.

Transvanl has 000 miles of bovaer ex-
lp(r.-.u] nt every puint, with 100,000 na-
tives waiting the first opportunity te
swern down not only on the British sol-
{ diere, but tlso on the Boers themselves.

| During the past €ix weeks the Bocrs
| have been moving about among the Zn-
I lus, the Swazi=, the Bechanes the Tin-
|

gas rnd the Gaikas trying to incite them
to action and so far have suceeeded in iu-
| fluencing only the Basutos.
! The Basutos are a tall, strong race of
| black men. Contuet with the whites has
is-_\mm\'lmt civilized them, but they arve
even now hardly better than savages
| Their favorite weapon is the club cr a
piece of stick heavily londed at oue end
with metal.
| Bordering on the FPree Stite upon its
| enstern border is the Caledon river, and
that is known as the conguersd territors.
1t originally belenged to the Basntes, Tt
has been «ageested that the Boers have
offered to give it back in retiyn for any
service the pation mny render them in
the struggle.

A Chinn Cement.
It ron break a bir of your choice china,
{ won can wend it g0 the érack will ghosw
that it

| bur very little and so strongly
| cannut be  broken again in the same
| pleee by A cement made as  follows:

| Muke a solution of gum avabic, rather
thick, and stir inte it plaster of poaris
until it becomes n thick cream.  Apply
o the broken edges with s brush, hold
| together for a few minures aml  set
|ﬁm|_\ where it will not be tonched for
| three ar fonr day<. 1t ean then be used
lwilh impunity. Only the qnanotity de-
|

|

sived for immelisnne use should be pre-
pursd. as it hardess very quiekly.

] BABIES FOR BAIT.
1 How Crocodiles Are Canght In Afri-
| ena mnd Axin,
i These who are up in crocodile lore are
well acguainted with the fact that in
| Asig and Africa babivs are vented for
| bait o erocadile hunters, ot there are
few, vnless they bave had the actual ex-
pericnee, who would believe thar n simi-
lar practice was in vopue in the south of
Florida. It isa fact, however, a< any ex-
perienced honter will attest,

The alligntor is Tlike the crocodile in this
respect.  He likes to ent babies, ngt his
own swkward offspring, but pice human
babits, fat and dhmpled. To obinin such
a delicaey for kis palate an alllgator will
teavel far nwl visk mwoch. This fact is =0
well known that it has begome the proc-
tice for aliigator or crocodile hunters to
nse habies as bnit to fnre the veptiles 1o
thedr desth.

A nice, fat baby is rented for the occa
eion from the cracker mother to whom a
half dellar is ample recompense for the
risk thut ber ohild 15 to run. The baby i
then nken to tie shore of some pond or
river, whore it is attached to a stake by
mieans of a stout comi that hns been tied
aronnd fis while the hunter con-
coenls hims<eil in the brushes or swamp
grasd nesr the piace.  Thiz method of
treattavenl s asnally oo wneh for even
Uhee il pmsension of o eeacker baly. ITe
| in wsed 1o lwing oeglected and even il
| trentedl, Togt lolng tothpred 10 a stake and
J tisenn beft alowe in rather wiore than he §=

wnist,
|

* 1 willing to stuwld, avd he volées his fndig:

nation to e full e®ent of his L.
This ix ju<t the part that he iz expecred
to plar io the game of alligntor hunting.
Hiv voiding of his emotions =0 frantically
is beurd far ap and down the river or to
the farthest limits of the pond. Almost
Lefore the hunter is ready to receive his
prey a black, wgly hend appears en the

1mch crack &hots that they allow

water, the black, deadly erves moving
slowly from side to side ay if searching
for the vociferous fufant. TUp to this
time he has been moving slowly, but as
soon ns he catches sight of the tempring
morsel on the shore be increases his
speed until he is moving very rapidiy to-
ward the spat where the infant is raising
his voice in loud lamentations.

Tt is thiz moment that tries the nerve
of the bunter. The siligator has eres
only for the screaming and kicking child,
and the bunter realize= how important is
the position in which he has placed hiw- |
| self. A miss would mean denth for the
baby; but, it is pleasing tuv record the
fact, such misses are seldom made. On
the other hand, some of the hunters at::v
the
monster to come within a few feet of his
prex before ther send the single shot that
| canses instant denth direetly into his eye.

Dancingd Age For Girls.
No =itl should go to daneing parties un-
til ol enough 1o marry. sl she ought o
I hefore she dar iwo
i= nothing so pitifol as
ns1 leaf on the tree—go

Avtrsctive
Reform,
n Ennday

inz dudes wha prefer more
girls, Quit it. old zirl: quit ir!
repamt, pray. join ohnre I
.Ql'!!‘hl! ol Be =
e Dancinze = o mir=erable istime if
no man can be el in twn sensons’ an-

gling. —Hiawatha Waorld.

STRANGE ESTRANGEMENT. |

Partners In Soffering Refuse fto |
speek to Exnch Other,

Heurs Tibits apd kis partoer. Apgnus
Juoan, left So

« an agnl Sem 1l
Paul April 20, 1800, intending o trardd
throngh the great Northwest Territories
to the north Pacifie ocean, most of the
way on foot. For nearly three veaps thes
Mived on their guns and fish nets and, aft-
er enduring terrible hardships. finally
reached the Stickeen river Oect. 7, 1872,
aarrowly escaping another winter in the
slack wilderness.

But the strangest purt of the whole
ptory is that for two of the three vears
ther were together in that vast wilder
pess Tibitz and MeCallogh did not =peak
to enach other. The old mpug became
“eranky.” Tibits stood it patienily for
months, but such condnet conld have only
one result in time, and thot was the es
trangement of the partners. This hap

i
i
i
]
|

|
These little men, indeed. will be nsefol |

to England in the commg struggle, for the |
]

penrid, and night and day, for the

ESTRASGED PARTNERS

ing two years of their awful stroggle
across the continent, ther avoided look-
ing each other in the face and never
spoke 0 wond, It seems almost impossi
ble that two men uoder the cireum-
stances in which they were situnted conld
make progress withont ecommunication,
but the fact that they got throngh is the
best evidenee that they did. If one shot
or snaved 8 rabbit, he would cleap it, eut
it in two down the back and hand half
to the other. If one found the wood and
built a fire, the other, withour a word,
wonld cook the supper. For awhile they
had a dog until one day he went off to
hunt and never returned. He was prob-
ably eaten by a wolf. 11 one kicked the
dog. the other perted him and eonsoled
his injnred feelings. Men often sleap to-

guther under the blankets in cold ob-
mates for additiocnal warmth., They slept
apart,

Mor.ey and Marriage.

Is it a lack of woney that keeps men
from marryiog? This is the reason
often advanced; and it seems to be jus-
tified by the recent episode at Chlcago,
where 50 couples rushed to take advan-
tage of a free performance of the cere-
motr—how they were to live affer-
ward evicently being a less important
matter. Perbaps it is only in the higher
walks of life that the blessed estate
of holy matrimony is avoided on (inap-
cigl grounds. Soclety demands wors

and more of those who belong to it
aml younz men in woderate cirenm-

stances dread the burden of a wife and
family. prefereing their own  selfish
oleasure.  Thi= may be deplorable. but
it i=s bardly surnnge.- Providence Jour:
uanl.

Too Hard For Hin,

A Frenchman at g certnin hotel the
other evening, who was boasting that
he bad thoroughly mnstersd the Eng-
lish languaxe, was asked to write the
following dictation:

“As Hugh Hugles was hewing a
Yule log from a yew tree, i man, dress
él In clothes of o dark hue, eame up to
Hugh and said. ‘Have yon seen my
swes? CIf you will wait until I hew
thiz [ will go anywhere in Europe with
you to leok for vour ewes' "

Money has been and always ecan be
made mors easily ont of simple pat-
ented inventions than ont of any In-
vestment or oceupation.

Killed by n Minprint,

It is related of Alassandro Guido, a
famonsa Ttalian poet and composer of
the seventeeth century, that he died at
Fraseat] of apoplexy. brought on by
his discovery of a tyjpugraphlical error
In a finely printed copy of poems which
he was on his way to present to Pope
Clement X1

It is a favorite occupation to de-
pounce the sons of wealthy men for
belng worthless. Yet their wortliless-
ress soon scatters fortunes that might
otherwise increase to the detriment of
the general public. Ill Is the wind
that blows no one good.—8t. Joseph

Herald.

A DISORDERED LIVER CAUSES SAD THOUGHTS,

WHEN THE
WORK OR CARE,
NEYS, IMMEDIATELY

NERVES

ARE OVERSTRAINED BY
THE LIVER,

STOMACH, KID-

BECOME WEAKENED IN

THEIR ACTION AND THE BODY IS MADE FOUL
AND UNHEALTHY WITH IMPURE BLOOD AND

BILE.

Painc’s

Celery
Compound

FOR THE

Liver, Stomach, Kidneys,

THE
great

marle

are nourished, invigorated, and the body is

nerve centres to healthy action.

clean, rich and in full quantity.

WORLD’S REMEDY for Disease: restores these

The blood is
Muscle tissues

healthy.

Immediate relief is given to the Melancholy.

Mrs. Jennie H. Steele. Vaughns, Ga., writes:

“T have suffer-

ed for ten vears with what the doctors call nenralgia of the liver,
and never had any relief from the doctor’s medicine, or anything

else until 1 began using Paine’s Celery Compound. T

have taken

abont three hottles and have not suffered any since I first hegan

to take it.

*1 feel that it has saved my life and hope all who suffer as 1
have will give Paine’s Celery Compound a fair trial.”

= A WOMAN.
God did not make her verrs wise,

But carved s tound her mouth;
He pur br n her eyves

Auil softn 2% in drouth,
A on bier tace, for ad Lo see, <
The sal of awful tragnd;

St eangelr

God did oot maks her very fair,

But whits
A sulbstie L' Liee. hair,

A sleml ness in lier feet,
Antf in h lu n Klow varess,
God made e [or wy stemdiastness
Sod did not give 10 her a beart,

But the W that witliin hee fuce
To male long 10 muse spart

Until adness fod and prace,
And Lh read win) worship thera

Al goed, it she is ssarcelr Liir
-4, B. Miall 1o New York Tribuna,

"“THE LOST CHORD.”

How  Sir Arthur Snlifvas Cams to
Write That Fomouws Molody.
Colonel Rebert B, Lee Wepiling, a
great traveler and muslcan, tells the

following interestineg storyv:

“1t was whiie visiting the honse of a
pobleman in England that 1 fiest henrd
the story of the birth of “The Lost
Chord,' & song (hay has been song in

every quavier of the globe aod which |

will live forever. If ever there was
guch a thing as lnspiration, that sopg
was inspired.

Thers are very tew  Englishuen
who do not remawber Fred Salllvan,
the great cowle =tar and brother of Sir
Arthor Suallivan
origiunal Gilbert and Supllivan operns
and bas never been eguiled. He wis
later followed by George Cirossmith.

“One day Sir Arthar Sullivan was
potitied that his brother Frad was very
ill. He made every effort to rench the
house where bis rother was Iying st
the point of deatl, but greived oo Inie
to see b alive.  The two hirothers
were devoled te cach other, and the
blow wns a bitter one for Sir Arthur
He was closeted with the hady of his
brother for two hours, at the expira
tion of which fiine he came down
stairs amd wenl to the piapo, Throw-

apd lithie gl strmnge and sweet;

l

an Impression «did the associntion of

| the song with the death of his brother
| mase on Sir Arthor that he is safd to

have, even at this late day, an aversion
to hearing it performed.”—Baltimore

News,

Iog the Instroment open. e begmn to |
play: and, bar by bar, “The Lost Chord™ !
wis evolved. The composer sadly pot |

his pew paper and
stored it away.

“The song is the wail of a throhbing
heart, the grief of desolation.  All
throngh Its bheautifel burinony enn be
heard the strain of gricf. So profennd

eotuposition on

Gave Her n Beszing Rowl.

Mme. Antoinette Sterling, the con-
tralto singer and evangelist, bad ap ex.
perience in the Bombay presideoey,
Indla. which is a8 quaiut asx any of
Kipling's tales of the hills. She wns
campaigning with ol Itamalmi,
and through her magnificent voice wna
drawing thousands of natives to her
meetinge. They lind never seen that
kind of & misslonary before and had
never heard a veoice like hers. They
were so pleased with her work that
they gald to themselves:

“This Is a forelgn woman gurn, And
for fear of glving offense to ne she hes
omitted to put her begzing bovl ont-
glde of her door for ns to put in the
customary contribations.”

In India every guru. or hioly person.
carries a brass, wood or clay hegging
bowl into which the devont put sowe
small sum of moncy. Mme. Sterling
wnlked out upon the veranda of ner
bongilow one morning, and there, to
her amazement, found two hegging
bowls—one, a little one, with a few an-
nas In It Intended for the pundita and
one, a0 enormous aiffair, containing &
handzome sum of annas and rapees for

JQierself.
He played in all the |

The only explanation she conld ever
extract from the servant was this:
“Little bowl, little money for the little

| pundita with little volce: big bowl, big

money for blg miseahib with biz
voice." —8atnrday Evening Post

In the Golden Future.

Park Policemipn—RKape out!
can't come in bere wid that horse!

The Other Man—Why not?

“I's agin the rules. How can we
kape the paitk clame an the roadways
smooth if we let the dirty baists in?
Dhrive oot o here pow!"—Chicage
Tribune.

Yez

Entirely Too Zenlous.

Biggs—Why diit yon zhoot
watchdog? Wasn't he any good?

Bogex—Too goodl. He refused to let
my wife's rich uocle come near the
honse, and the olil gentleman swears
ke will disinherit ns.--New York Jour-
nal

your

RISING
BREAST

And other painful and serions ailments which
so many mothers suffer, can be avoided by
the use of
remedy is a
carries {hem through their most eritical

“MorHgr's FRIEND.!” This
God-send to women, because it

ordeil with perfect safety and no pain. No
woman who uses ** MoTHER'S FRIEND ' nced fear the suffering and danger of

child-birth —for it

Regulator Company, Atlanta, Ga.

robs this ordeal of its
harror and insures safet v 1o motlier and child.
Our book, ' Before Baby is Bomn," is worth
its weight in gold to every woman, and will
be sent free 1n plain envelope by Bradfield

MOTHER’S
Fi RIENP

| the

DAWN OF THE
AGE OF LOVE.

BY MICHAEL CORDAY.

The celchrated painter Milste daring
his last days lonked with foudness to-
ward two youthful beings—his daughter
Janine and his pupil, Marcel Jacquemin.
Bhe was still but a young girl, in all the
budding grace and fairnesy of her 15
suminers. Marcel had attained his eight-
eenth year, un orphban, whom ch had
thrown in Milate's path, and the latter
hnd been instantly struck by the boy’s
talent and persuaded him to study art.

Janine and Marcel loved each other
with sonilifizl fervor and absolute tem
derness, which was both ardent and de
lightful. but where desire did not enter.

A projert was thos awakened in the
father's heart and =o fereibly fmpressed
liself on his mind that it speedily becames
a species of eonsolution for all the agony
that be was compelled to endure. e
wishvd Mareel aod Jauive (o marry, be
desired to nnite the child v Lis flesh to
the one of his ictelleer amd thereby 1o be
revivited in thetn awl hie
longed Tor the rezlivation of his desires.

e et that bis davs were nomberad,
ingsmuch ax the crisis in his lness wis
fast approgching. the attncks were more
frequent uned of greater duration, and he
trembled at the thougbt that bhe might
not live to execote his nnigue idea and

passionniely

desive.  Then his morbid condition came
to hiz aid and susgested the following
stratagem: Marcel and Janine had at-

tained the age when the law would per-
mit them to marry even if nature and
reason had nor yer =aficieutiy matored
them, and they could therefore be united
br the sacred rites of the church, and
¥er their positionz eonld remain nochang-
ed until the time when ther all would
have considered it propitious for the un-
fou had be not beep mepaced by this
frightful fear. 7The grim monster of
death could then assail himy, =od be
shonld disappear with the certainty of
having left happiness belind bim.

Milate accordingly revealed his plan to
the three persons that he so tenderly
cherished. At first they cevolted at the
thonght of there being auy necessity to
take such a basty step. Dut Mme, Mi-
late invarinbly bent to her busband’s
will, and the youthfnl covple were sway-
ed egually by snxiety and delight. The
double ceremony of church and state was
therefore quietly performed, and the
painter assisted, nlthough in great agony.
Then, as it he bad stroined his powers
and endurance to the utmost limit, he
died eight day= after the date of the un-
ion he had effected.

After the Brst pangs of ber sorrow had
been allayed Mme, Milate was troubled
as to how and when she should authorize
the young people to begin their new life.

“What moment or day would be the
agspicions one?" she mused, and how
niight she make it clear to them? Mar-
ringe regulated and foresaw so much, but
this was an exceptional case, and she
keenly felt the responsibility of ber posi-
tion.

Shie consulted those who had been her
hosbaud's most trustworthy friends, hop-
ing thus to come to a wise deeision. But
some, nustere in their jndgment, spoke of
the young couple waiting still for the suc-
ceeding ten years, Others consented to
reducing the period to seven, bve or
three, as if it were a question of military
service. Sonis who thonght but of senti-
ment urged the speedy union, and they

| eited Daphue snd Chloe as examples.

There were still more who afiirmed that
all depended on their dispositions. The
friends who hed fondly dreamed of their
son marrying Janoine Milate were slyly
revengeful and said, “Your davghter s
so delicate,” o “It is runving a great
risk.” After these varions consnltations
the painter’s widow was more nndecided
thun Lefore.

Then her thoughts reverted to Mareel,
and she refiected as to confiding her anx-
ietiea to him. She couid question him ns
to his opinions on this serious subject. If
they were reasonable and worthy of ap-
probution, she conld intrust the future to
him, She could enter into o sort of com-
pact with him that be would undertake
to exccute. He could swear, and she
woilld thus be relieved of all surveillance
and concern. However, she was ever dis-
mayed over the abnormal character of
situntion and fearful of openly
broaching the subject to her fon-in-law.
Thus she waited, looking to and yet fear-
ful of what chance might offer and long-
ing for some sudden inspication that
would be advantageous to her children
and at the =nme time make all raillery
impossible.

Marcel and Janine meauwhile were su-
premely bappy. The youug painter used
the easel and brushes of his master and

{ worked in Janine's presence, while she
| would occupy berself with some embroid-

ery. Thelr repasts and promenades were
alwaye taken in each other's soclety, with
Muoie, Milnte ever pear at heand. disereet,
but vigilant. Then, when evening came
and at about 11 o'clock, Marcel would
regain the little room on an adjoining
etreet which he bad occupled sipce his
marriage.

And thus their existence passed fraught
with infinite happiness and #b strong a
confidence in the future that words seem-
ed vseless, while Mme. Milate would si-
lently long that it might thus be indefi-
nitely protracted.

A year passced in this way, and ‘then a
differenee becamie apparcot to the moth-
er. n differonce which gave ber an uncer-
tain tranguillity. Janine and Marcel were
verging into maturity. Ouvoe day, when
returning to the stodio after n brief ab-
senee, she surprised them in each other’s
arms, with their lips pressed closely to-
zether. She then realized that the de-
wouenient was near at hand. The uninter-
rupted survelllance fatigued her mmil,
moreover, now seemed out of place.
8hould ehe simply close her eyes, she
mused, but in that case some dissimula-
tion would be necessary. Sbhe would have
to igunore the truth, and in that way her
misapprehension might be  prolonged.
Then followed a time when she longed
that the young people might take the inf
tiative themselves, Her unuttered pray-
er was bhearkened t, for on a winter's
night, when a snowstorm was raging f(u-
rionely without, Janine took compassion
upon poor Marcel, who was lamentably
prepaving to depart. BShe opened the
sash, then quickly closed it and mur-
mured:

*It is too cold for yon to leave tonight.”

Thus it was that Janine and Mapree!
had attained the age to love.—Translated
From the French in Cincinnnti Enquirer.

LONGFELLOW'S ADVICE,

Kindneas Wan the Keynote of tha
Poet's Charncter.

Mme. de Navarro gives sowe clitrin-
ing pictures of Longfellow in “A Few
Memories.” She says that every con-
versation with him led to some gool
result. His frst advice to ber was
“See some good pleture—in nature 7
poussible, or on canvas—hear a page of
the best music or rend a great pocm
daily. You will always find a free hait
honr for one or the other, aml at the
end of the year your mind will slins
with such an accumnlation of jewels
s Lo astonish even yourself.”

The poet was fond of a good, dmus-
ing story and had many to tell out of
his own experience. He was particu-
larly dellghted at the Ingenuify of an

" | .enterprising vender of patent mediciue

who. ¥nnutioe the *marvelpus ¢Tects™
of lils drue. no doabt i the hope of in-
gpiring the poet. Invited bim to write
a verse for the label, promising him &
percentaze on each bottie and a free
use of the medicine for himself and
family.

On one of hia birthdays he was as
tonishsd at seeing 4 wagon contalning
a plano drive up to his honse, followed
by a strauze young lady in a carriage.
The yonuz lady foformed the house-
keeper that ste wished the piano to be
put ia a roow where it would “sound
well.” ns she had composed a plece of
music in houor of the poet's birthday
and meant e play it to him on her awn
Instriment.

Lonzfellow was a great lover of mu-
sic, and VWagner appealed to him
strongly. We henrd several operas to-
gether in Boston after my eugagement
ihere. He generzlly arrvived before us,
avined with flowers and full of delight-
fui anticipations. On ane of these ocen-
sious some one sent n magnificent boo-
qnet 1o our bex, Not knowing the do-
aor, 1 did not take it up. He insisted
oa my dolng so.

“Put down my simpls ones" he said,
"and take up these heauniful flowers.
It will gvatify the giver, who is no
doubt in the house. Try oever to miss
an opportunity of giving pledasure. It
will make yon happier aod better.”

Kindness was the keynote of his
character. No Incouvenience te him-
self was too great if & good turn to
any one was at the end of it.

AMERICA’S FIRST GEORGE.

How He Tried to Run Away Frem
His Admirers.

Washington was oot churlish, but he
had that preference for lweing unob-
gerved that develops at times into a
longing in a man whose life Is spent In
publlic. He quitted the Macomb bouse
on the morning of Aug. 30, 17T90. The
servants were [nstructed to steal away
at dawn, to have the carriages and lug-
gage over the ferry at Paulus Hook by
sunrise. By ecandlelight, Mrs. Wash-
Ington, the children and the secretaries
assembled In the morning room.

The president entered. pleased with
his stratagem. He was epjoying in
prospect his concealed departure. Im-
mediately under the window suddenly
struck op on the still morning air the
blacing, vigorous notes of an artillery
band. From the highways aud byways
scurrying people appeared. To witness
his first step outelde the door a thou-
sand goggling, affectionate eyes wateh-
ed.

“There!” cried the general, In half
comic despalr—1 cannot think altogeth-
er displeased. “It's all over: we are
found out. Well, well! They must have
their own way.”

It was the “geneial” they waited to
see, not the president. They lined the
roadway from house to barge, record-
ing evers movement [n observant
brains. (A distinguished man can pev-
er know which of his audience Is to be
his biograpber. It may be one of the
“supers” on the stage rolling off the
carpets.) The thunder of artillery
could not drown the living shoot that
rose from the throats of the people as
Washington was borne off with the
rise and fall of the oars sleaming In
the cheerful sun. His volce trembled
a8 he bade the assembled crowd fare-
well. Though chary of appealing to It,
the love of the people never falled to
move him deeply.—Harper's Magazine.

A Banker's Generosity.

In a chapter of reminiscences of Von
Bunsen and hie friends, in The Cen-
tury, the Hon. John Bigelow tells thia
anecdote of Humboldt:

One day he was dinlog with Men-
delssohn, the banker, and, an nnusual
thing for hlm, was very silent. His
host, remarking It, observed to Hum-
boldt that be was sure he must be L

“No." sald Humboldt, “but I am In
great troaoble. Only ten minutes before
leaving my sapartment to come here I
received from my landlord & note In-
forming me that be had sold the house
in which 1 reside and that | must
move. The very thought drives me to
llespair. 1 really cannot bear to move
again.” 4

Mendelssohn gradually led Humboldt
Into conversation, during which he
found time to write a note and receive
an apswer to it. He then took Hum-
boldt aside, and sald: “By this note 1
learn that | am oow the owner of the
house in which you reaside. The condi-
tion, however, upen wuich T have be-
come |ts possessor Is that you continue
to occupy your apartment in It ss long
as you live”

Goat's Milk.

Modern Medicine says that goat's
milk, contrary td the general Impres
slon, differs from cow’s milk oot in be-
ing more digestibie, but in being less
digestible and less nutritious, aithough
It contains a larger amount of solid
matter than cow’s milk. It is Indeed
the most Indigestible of all milk.
Goat's milk has a peenliar and unpleas-
ant odor and Havor, due to hircic acid.
or bircine. It contains an excess of fat
and is therefore altogether too rich for
an infant's diet.

-

A Hasty Reply.

“What'll I do with this lot of raw re-
crults ¥ asked the Pacific Islander.

“Raw recrnits?” echoed the chief ab-
sentmindedly. *“What's the use of
bothering me with such foolish gques-
tlons? Turn "em over to the cook.”

Merely Soundod the Alnrm.

“He is a brave wan,” said one Parisinn
citizen ns the persopage who fights ducls
in the nvewspapers passed.

“A very brave man,”” answered the
other. *1 have known him to enll out =
dozen men in one day!”

“Impossible!™

“Yes. They were members of the fire
department.”"—Washington Etar,
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Yet. ah, that spring should vanich with the rese,
That youli's seeet scented manuscript should
o !

- SRR

—(hnar Kharyam.

Alwys did not assist=in the parish.
There were 20 many women who did that
kind of thing—women who had once been
guite young.

Alan arrived. He was the new doctor
who had bought old Mansell's practice.
For a brief throbbing period ¢hureh work
eeased to be all engrossing to certain of
the enngregation from whose waiting
bearts all hope had not yet faded. as
leaves an the deecay of summer, for whom
all possibilities were not yet ended,

But from the beginning Oakwood saw
only Alwye. Ile loved her devountly when
itst he beheld her one May eveuing in
the old charch, sitting in an vrercrowided
pew und dressed in black (a shabby biack,
if he had npoticed), with radiant eyes
fixed, it =eemed to him, oo the stained
window above the altar. It was a poor
specimen of a stained window—-a senti-
mental St Peter dragged an impossible
net out of a pale, dirty sea. The half
trained choir droned with their own we
cent, * "Owly, "Owly, "Owig!” The school-
master orgunist biundered on the pedals,
as wsnnl.  Alsn wondered much at the
fervor of the young girl. rapt as some
virgin visignacy of old time. For himself
he had econme only to be seen, which Is
necessary for the conntey doctor.

Love grew like a flower in the sun-
shine. They were intensely happr, and
Alwys' parents were pleased. It was a
complacent relief to them, for the child
wis delicate and by nature unfitted to do
battle.
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And so the early summer passed, a giad
procession of quickly speeding days, and
the joy in their hearts was overwhelm-
ing. so that they marveled at their own
happiness. It was perfect, .

Bat the time was short, for one day
as Alan rode out along the Northbank
road to an urgent case of dipbtheria in
a housee beyvond the town lie met a gypsy
caravan creaking slowly slong the road
to Hildon tair. His quiet ald back grew
unensy and restive at its approach. When
the yellow puinted van drew near, the
wiarm smell of the bear's pelt and the
low vibrating growl seut Bruce mad
with panie. There wus no holding
him. Half a mile farther nn be crashed
into & stone wall. Horse and rider were
killed iostantly. Alan was carried back
to Hildon.

Alwys did not ery: only the faint color
left her cheeks, and the light died from
her facm The night of the burial it
rained. and then she wept for the first
time. Fhe feared- for him under the
dnmp maold.

Sometimes she would meet a villager
whose bright “good morning” she passed
unheedingly, and sometimes little brown
birds would tiutier in her path, and,
cheeping, fly awny unnoticed, for she had
eyes that saw pot and ears that heard
not. At nmight she slept ill, but sat
crouching in n chair throngh the dark
hours, and when the birds sang early
in the morning she rose and went oul.
The fresh sonnds of summer were =
vacant sileace and the gladuess of the
day as oothing to ber. Evervthing had
ceased to he—extingnished in her dull

memory. And only a week before she
had been alive.
. L - L] L - -

The man was coming roward her, The
way be vanlted the stile enused her heart
to bent more quickir., e eame swiftly
to where she stond, trembling, irresolute,

“Are you vor glad {o ree me?” he ask-
ed. His tnee was strangely white. though
ot wore so than her own, and bis voice
wus thip.

“Alan!" she eried, starting forward on
o heart throb, avd then drawing back.
“But you are dead! Ther barled youn
gix—seven days ago’™

“1 am not dend,” he said in a low voice.
“]1 am alive, and yon see me. Are you
glud ¥

She passed her hand vagaely across her
forelhead, purxied,

“But you did die,” she repeated in her
shadowys monotene, “Yon were thrown
from your horse—don’t yuu remsmber?”

She shoddered.

“And yon placed Gowers in the coffin,
the roses vou love, from yonr garden.
They were pale roses.”  He spoke al-
mozt as to himself as he walked =ound-
lessly by her side. She tnroed towand

“Tell me the meaning of ir, Alan!™

She stretehed forth ber hauds to touch
him, bnt he quickly drew away.

“The time is not yet,"” he said.

“Are yvou dead?" she asked, her eyos
glistening,

“My bodr lies in Hildom churchrard
covered with moist earth, snd there are
flowers planted an my grave—white roses
in the biack mold, And I live.”

“And where are you and what do yon
do?"

“l am in the strange land,"” be said.

A transparent sileace fell bstween
them. The nest mowment be had passed
from her view.

With a quick, lizht step sbe ran almost
to her home. They gazed in wondorment:
It was as if she had been raised Crom
the deand. Eagerly sbe explained. snd
thelr expressions changed.

She persizted in her statements.

“See!" she cried. “You will believe me
now. Here is his hawdkerchiel; be drop-
ped it, and T picked it up.™

Iu happy trinmph she held out the ob
jeet in ber hand.

“Good God!™ said the gray baired cu-
rate,

It was a fallen leaf.
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But afterwnrd she saw him often and
mapy were the sweet conversations they
held. They had taken her away from
the white village to a great brown house
where all treated her with a pitital kind-
ness, and grave wokiog men asked often
after her health. Not unseldom her rela-
tives camwe to see ber.and she wonid talk
brightly to them of Alan and lnugh hap-
pily. She could not understand why ther
wept.— West End.

Bookkeeplng Comes High.

“It makes me tired,” said the youong
man—*"these advertisements guaran-
teelug to teach a person hookkeeping
for §10.”

“But can't it be doue?” was asked.

“Not on your life! Why, I speot six

| months and over $100 to learn the art,

and what do yeu suppose happened at
the close of the first year?"

“Got your [igures mixed?

“Well, I should smile! There was a
discrepancy of $700 between the cash-
book and my ledger, aml my father iad
to make it good, while | hunted for an-
other job!"—Brooklyn Citizen.

All Liver Are inleresting.

Not a Made of gricve bl has a story to
tell, not a heart but hes ite pomanee, not
a life that Jdoes por hide o secret which
is cither its thorn or its spur.  Evers-
where grief, hope, comedy, trageds, even
under the petrification of old age, as in
Lut twisted forms of (owsils. we may dis-
cover the agitathns and tortures of
youth, This thought is the magic waml
of poets amd preachers; it strips the
senles from our Heshly eyes and gives us
a clear view into hnman life; it opens tn
the ear & world of unknown melodies and
makes us understand the thousasd lap-

guages of nature.—I1. F. Amiel.
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